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approaching the carpet; and if there is any certainty in the
theatrical world at all (which there is not) my Five Towns play
is assured of production. And yet I do not seem to have any
real faith in the production of any of these pieces.
Sunday, July 28th.
Goethe on the craft of poetry, " Beware of attempting a large
work. It is exactly that which injures our best minds, even
those distinguished by the finest talents and the most earnest
efforts, I have suffered from this cause and know how much it
injured me. What have I not let fall into the well ? If I had
written all that I well might, a hundred volumes might not
contain it. The Present will have its rights ; the thoughts and
feelings which daily press upon the poet will and should be
expressed. But, if you have a great work in your head, nothing
else thrives near it, all other thoughts are repelled, and the
pleasantness of life itself is for the time lost. ... If you have
erred as to the whole, all your toil is lost; . . . Thus for all
his toil and sacrifice the poet gets, instead of reward and pleasure,
nothing but discomfort and a paralysis of his powers. But if
he daily seizes the present, and always treats with a freshness of
feelingwhat is offered to hfm, he always makes sure of something
good, and if he sometimes does not succeed, has, at least, lost
nothing. . . . The world is so great and rich, and life so full
of variety, that you can never want occasions for poems. But
they must all be occasional poems ; that is to say, reality must
give both impirise and material for their production. A par-
ticular case becomes universal and poetic by the very circum-
stance that it is treated by a poet. All my poems are occasional
poems, suggested by real life, and having therein a firm found-
ation. I attach no value to poems snatched out of the air."
(" Conversations with Eckermann ", 1823.)
The Marriotts came on Friday night. I found I was so excited
that at dinner I could not eat slowly, and I was indisposed after-
wards. Marriott and I went for a ride yesterday morning, and
lie was most enthusiastic about the countryside.
I began a poem on Thursday morning. And in the evening I
was deeply impressed by the extracts from Goethe which I have
copied ottt above. Calvocoressi came down for the day yesterday.
He had fust been to London. He said what struck him about
England, and especially London, was its extraordinary con-
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